
The tnoft hmentahle Tragedy 

Jul How cam’ft thou hither, cell me, or 

The Orchard walls are high and hard to clirnbe, 

And the place death, confidenng who thou art, 
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%om. I have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes 3 
And but thou love me let them finde me here , 

My life werebetter ended by their hate, 

LI love that firft did promp me to enquire, 

He lent me counfell, and 1 lent him eyes. 

I am no Pilot, yet wert thouas farre 
As that vaft Chore walht with the-fartheft fea, 

I (hould adventure for fuch merchandise. 

7«/. Thou know’ll the maske of night is on my face, 

Elfe would a maiden blufhbepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night. 
Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, fame deny 
W hat I have fpoke ; but farewell complement : 

Doeft thon love me ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

- And I will take thy word ; yet ifthou fwear ft. 

Thou maift prove falfe : at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle Homeo, 

Ifthou doft love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or ifthou think’ft I am too quickly wonne. 

He frowne and be perverfe , and % thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe , but elfe not for the world, 

In truth fairc Mountague I am too fond, 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. \ 

And therefore thou maift thinke my behaviour light; 
But truft me Gentleman I’le prove more true. 

Than thofe that have more coying to be ftrange : 

I foould have beene more ftrange, I muft confefle. 

But that thou overheardft ere J was ware 
My true loves paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light love, 

.Which thedarkenight hath fodifaivered/ 

Ron- Lady, by yonder blefled moone I vow. 

That tips with filver all thcle fruit tree tops/ 

JmL O fweare not by the moone, th’inconftanr moon* 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe. 

Left that thy love prove likewife variable. 

“Rom. What (hall I fweare by ? 

JmL Doe not fiveare at all ; 

And I le beleeve thee. 

Rom. Iftny hearts deare love. 

Jut. Well, doe not fweare , although I joy in thee. 

I have no joy of this contra# to night? ^ 



Th • T j r , y “ “gneens: fweet good night- 
This bud of love by fummers ripening breath, 

^P rOV , eabe ^ teOUS fl °wer when next wemeec - 
Goodnight, goodnight, as fweet repo fe and reft * 

Ccwie to thy heart as that within my breaft. 

?*r w h W r th r n Cave mc fo nnfittfficd ? 

can A thou have tonight? 

My bounty is as boundlefle as the fea, 
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